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| A N apology furely will not be thought neceflary for prefixing to thels Oder 
ſome Extracts from the Notes of the very learned Biſhop of London on 


theſe Chapters of Iſaiah, as nothing can ſo properly elucidate the ſubje&; yet 


I have only taken the liberty to preſent the reader with a few of his Lordſhip's 
obſervations on particular paſſages; thoſe, who would ſee © the beauties of the 


whole, the various images, ſcenes, perſons introduced, and the elegant tran- 
ſitions from one to another, pointed out in their order,” will draw from the 


fountain-head, where they will find the ſtreams copious, pure, and clear as 


| « The thirteenth and fourteenth Chapters- of -Ifaiah, as far as the twenty- 
eighth verſe of the latter, contain one intire prophecy, foretelling the deſtruc- 
tion of Babylon by the Medes. The former part of this prophecy is one of 


the moſt beautiful examples, that can be given, of elegance of compoſition, 


variety of imagery, and ſublimity of ſentiment and diction, in the prophetic 


ſtyle: and the latter part conſiſts of an Ode of ſupreme and ſingular excellence. 


Of this Ode I believe it may with truth be affirmed, that there is no poem of 
its kind extant in any language, in which the ſubject is ſo well laid out, and fo 
happily conducted, with ſuch a richneſs of invention, with ſuch variety of 
images, perſons, and diſtin actions, with ſuch rapidity and eaſe of tranſition, 

in ſo ſmall a compaſs, as in this Ode of Iſaiah. For beauty of diſpoſition, | 
ſtrength of colouring, greatneſs of ſentiment, brevity, perſpicuity, and force 
of expreſſion, it ſtands among all the monuments of antiquity unrivalled.” — 


F 


3 : | | « The 


“The image of the ſtate of the dead, or the Infernum Poeticum of the 
Hebrews, is taken from their cuſtom of burying, thoſe at leaſt of the higher | 
rank, in large ſepulchral vaults hewen in the rock. Of this kind of ſepulchres 
there are remains at Jeruſalem now extant ; and ſome that are ſaid to be the 
ſepulchres of the kings of Judah. See Maundrell, p. 76. You are to form 
to your ſelf an idea of an immenſe ſubterraneous vault, a vaſt gloomy cavern, 
all round the ſides of which there are cells to receive the dead bodies: here the 
deceaſed monarchs lie in a diſtinguiſhed ſort of ſtate, ſuitable to their former 
rank, each on his own couch, with his arms beſide him, his ſword at his head, / 2 
and the bodies of his chiefs and companions round about him. Theſe 1- 5 
luſtrious ſhades riſe at once from their couches, as from their thrones; and 
advance to the entrance of the cavern to meet the king of Babylon, and to 
receive him with inſults on his fall.— novias, 
that ever was attempted in poetry ; and is executed with aſtoniſhing brevity 


— This is one of the boldeſt Proſopopeeias, 


and perſpicuity, and with that n force, which in a great ſubject e 
reſults from both. 


„ The great * of Babylon was at this time riſing to its highth of glory, | 
\ While the Prophet Iſaiah was repeatedly denouncing its utter deſtruction. From 
the firſt of Hezekiah to the firſt of Nebuchadnezzar, under whom it was 
brought to the higheſt degree of ſtrength and ſplendor, are about 120 years. 
It was, according to the loweſt account given of it by antient hiſtorians, a re- 

gular ſquare, forty-five miles in compaſs, incloſed by a wall two hundred feet 

high, fifty broad; in which there were a hundred gates of braſs. Cyrus 
took the city, by diverting the waters of the Euphrates, which ran through 
the midſt of it, and entering the place at night by the dry channel. The river, 
being never reſtored afterward to its proper gourſe, overflowed the wage coun 
try, and made it little better than a great moraſs.” | 


«K We 


E * 1 
e We are aſtoniſhed at the enden which antient hiſtorians of the beſt 
credit. give, of the immenſe extent, hight, and thickneſs of the walls of Ni- 
neveh and Babylon: nor are we leſs aſtoniſhed, when we are aſſured,” by the 
| concurrent teſtimony of modern travellers, that no remains, not the leaſt traces, 
of theſe prodigious works are now to be found. Our wonder will, I think, 
be moderated in both reſpects, if we conſider the fabric of theſe celebrated 
walls, and the nature of the materials of which they conſiſted. Buildings in 
the Eaſt have always been, and are to this day, made of earth or clay mixed, 
or beat up, with ſtraw to make the parts cohere, and dried only in the ſun. 
This is.their method of making bricks. The walls of the city were built of the 
earth digged out on the ſpot, and dried upon the place; by which means both 
the ditch and the wall were at once formed; the former furniſhing materials for 
the latter. That the walls of Babylon were of this kind is well known. 
When a wall of this fort comes to be out of repair, and is neglected, it is 


eaſy to conceive the neceſſary conſequences ; namely, that in no long courſe 
of ages it muſt be totally deſtroyed by the heavy rains, and at length waſhed 
Upon the whole, Babylon is ſo 


away, and reduced to its original earth. 
utterly annihilated, that even the place, where this wonder of the world ſtood, 


cannot now be determined with any certainty.” ? 


It is well known to the learned world that the excellent writer of theſe 
remarks, whoſe deep erudition is animated with no ſmall portion of the Pro- 
phet's fire, many years ago favoured the public with a Latin Ode on the ſub- 
je of the fourteenth Chapter, to which his Lordſhip's warm elogy on the ori- 
ginal may juſtly be applied, © Viget per totum ſpiritus liber, excelſus, vere- 
que divinus; neque deeſt quidquam ad ſummam hujuſce Odz ſublimitatem 
abſoluta pulchritudine cumulandam : cui nihil habet Græca aut Romana poeſis 
ſimile aut ſecundum. An attempt to transfuſe the fame ſublime beauties and ; 
divine ſpirit into Engliſh poetry will not be deemed ilaudable. I ſhall only | 

| | | fy, 


( 1 
fay, that I have ſtudied to preſerve the images and the ſimplicity of the Pro- 
phet, and endeavoured to make my attempt not unworthy of the public, to 
whom I now preſent it, borrowing the addreſs of one, who never wanted ſuch 
addreſs, « Veſtræ erit humanitatis conatus noſtros in meliorem partem ac- 
cipere.” | | | 75 | | 
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H: GH on a mountain's ſtately brow 
The fanguine-ſtreaming banner rear ; 
Wave the ſtretch'd hand to realms below ; 
Loud ſwell the voice, that all may hear; 
And through the gates of Princes ride 
In cloſe array and martial pride. x 
My Chiefs enroll'd to ven geance I command, 
And, glorying i in my might, in arms my Warriors ſtand. 


B | Hear 


Hear you the mountain-hights along 


The thund'ring ſound of nations ſpread, 
Embattled nations great and ſtrong, 
And Monarchs ſhouting at their head ! 
Midſt them the God of Armies Rants, | 
To battle marſhaling their- bands. 5 


They come, the weapons of his wrath, 1035 far, 


From Heaven's remoteſt ends, to waſte the land with war. 


III. 
It comes — the air with howlings rend TY 
The day of God's terrific power: 
Vengeance comes with it, prompt t' attend | 
| Pp Th Almighty's deſolating hour. 
Nerveleſs each hand ſhall drop the ſpear, ; 
Each heart of man ſhall melt with fear; 
Each look on each aghaſt, whilſt wild diſmay © 


Their faces, pale as flames of livid fire, betray. 


It 


4 iT 


IV. 


It comes, relentleſs in its courſe, - 
Wrath arms th' Almighty's vengeful hand; 
Fury rolls on with firey force, 
And ſweeps the impious from the land. 
No Stars ſhall glitter o'er the ſky, | 
No Conſtellations flame on high; 
The ſick ning Sun ſhall veil his orient beams, 
Nor the Moon cauſe her light to pour its ſilver ſtreams. 


V. 


My wrath the world, the impious world, 
Shall feel ; my terrors the unjuſt : 
From her. high ſeat ſhall Pride be hurl'd, 
And fierce Oppreſſion fink in duſt. 
The ruthleſs Sword through all the land 
Shall ene my dread command; 
A Man more precious will I make than Gold, 
Than all the flaming ore the veins of Ophir hold. 


The 
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VI. 
The Heav'ns ſhall tremble at my frown, 
When all its fires my wrath awakes ; 
From its firm baſe the Earth be thrown, 
Its pillars as th' Almighty ſhakes. 
As a chaſed Roe by hounds emboſt, 
As wand'ring Flocks, their Shepherd loſt, 
I ̃)be reliques of the Sword in wild deſpair 
Fly tow'rds their native lands, to gain a ſhelter there, 


VI. 
In vain : the Spear arreſts their flight : 
| Diſpers'd, an eaſy prey they fall: 
Dare they the phalanx form for fight ? 
The greedy ſword devours them all. 
Their bleeding infants' hel pleſs age 
Shall feel th- unſparing Victor's rage; 
Their houſes to the Spoiler yield the prey, 
And ruffian force ſhall drag their ſhrieking wives away. 
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vu. 
Againſt them, 10! the Medes I train; 
Hoſts, for whom Silver has no charms ; 
Who look on Gold with ſtern diſdain ; 
Warriors, that joy in glitt'ring arms. 
Dreadful their bows of ſteel from far 
Shall pierce the bleeding front of war; : 
And, midſt the carnage of the captur d town, 
8 ſhall 8 daſh Folie opening beauty down. 


M. 
And Babylon, th' Aﬀyrian $ pride, 
That rears ſublime her gorgeous brow, 
Imperial Queen of nations wide, | 
In duſt her rampired hight ſhall bow; 
Shall like the towns of Siddim lie 
Waſte with ſulphureous flames from high; 
And o'er her filent ſtreets and deſert plain 
Shall Deſolation hold her fad and dreary reign. 


* 


[5] 


| X. 
No more th' Arabian, as of old, | 
Shall ſtretch his white tents o'er the mead ; 
Shepherd no more his flocks unfold, | 
And down the verdant paſture lead : 
The Savage of the deſert there 
Conceal'd ſhall make his dreadful lair ; 
In ruin'd walls ſhall lodge the birds of night, 
And monſters howling wild the waſted ſtreets affright ; 


Beneath rich roofs emboſs'd with gold 
The daughters of the Oſtrich dwell ; 
Satyrs their beſtial revels hold ; 
Wolf howl to Wolf with hideous yell; 
And Dragons hiſs thoſe bow'rs among, 5 
That echoed once with feſtive ſon g .— 
It comes, to vengeance doom'd, her fatal day; | 
The deſtin'd hours adyance, nor will their march delay. 
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Tn E ſpoil-gorg'd City is no more; 
The proud Oppreſſor of the nations falls, 
Bunk in the duſt her towred walls: 
Her vanquiſh'd Monarch welters in his gore; 
Jehovah from his impious hand 
Hath rent the enſign of command, 
That iron ſceptre, whoſe impetuous force 
Smote empires trembling at his rage. | 
The Earth exulting views his breathleſs corſe, 
And Peace recalls her golden age; 
Chearful burſt forth their ſhouts of joy, 


« Thy furious hand no more ſhall bleeding realms deſtroy.” 


'The 


The lordly Lebanon waves high 0 
The antient honours of his ſacred head; 
Their branching arms his cedars ſpread, 
His pines triumphant ſhoot into the ſky: 
« Tyrant, no barb” rous axe invades, 
Since thou art fall'n, our unpierc'd ſhades, Tr 
To meet thee, Hades rouſes from beneath, 
An iron ſmile his viſage wears; 
He calls through all the drear abodes of. Death ; 
His call each mighty chieftain hears ; | 


| And ſceptred kings of empires wide 
Riſe from their — — end thus accoſt thy pride. 


Is this hack form of Aitting . 
The potent Lord that fill'd th' Aſfyrian throne > 
Thus are thy vaunted glories gone ? 
Where thy rich feaſts, thy ſprightly viols where? 
Beneath thee is corruption ſpread, 
And worms the covering of thy bed ? 
How art thou fall'n, bright Star of orient day. 
How fall'n from thy ætherial hight, 85 
Son of the Morning! Thou, whoſe ſanguine ray 
Glared terribly a baleful light ; 
ins War kindled at the blaze, and wild 
Ruſh'd — Havoc ruſh'd, their robes with blood Jefil'd. 
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e J in high heaven will be ador'd, 

e Above the ſtars of God exalt my throne ; 
« My pow r ſhall \acred Sion own, | 

The Mount of God's dread preſence hail me Laid, £ 
Such thy vain threats: Death's dark abode = 
Yawns to receive the vaunting God. 

"Thoſe, who thy corſe ſhall midſt the flain behold, 
Shall view thee with attentive look: 

Is this the Man, his thund'ring car who roll'd, 
That with pale terror kingdoms ſhook ? 
Who wav'd o'er waſted towns his ſpear, 

Terror and Flight his van, Deſtruction in his rear ? 


Is this the Man, whoſe barb'rous hate 
Bound captive Monarchs in his galling chain; 
While Outrage call'd his tort'ring train, 
And Rigor cloſed the dungeon's ruthleſs gate? 
How from his high dominion hurl'd 
The ſpoiler of the ravag'd world! 
Kings, Monarchs, Heroes, Warriors of renown, 
Who greatly fought their realms to ſave, 
Each in his houſe of Death in peace lies down, 
With glory in his rock-hewn grave, 
Amidſt his Chiefs, with honours grac'd, 
His ſword beneath his head, his arms beſide him plac'd. 
_— But 


of 


But thou ſhalt lie a thing abhor'd, 
| A ſordid corſe among the vulgar flain, 
| Cloath'd with the carnage of the plain, 

A loathſome texture by the falchion gor'd. 
Shalt thou with honour'd Chiefs repoſe ? 
Her jaws gainſt thee the Grave ſhall cloſe; 

For where portentous thy proud banners wav' d, 

; Rapine ruſh'd o'er the waſted land: 

Thy Country too, her free-born ſons enſlav d 

Or ſlaughter d, curs'd thy hoſtile band. 
So falls the impious tyrant- race, 
And fair Renown diſdains their hated duſt to grace. 


The dreadful work of death prepare : 
The father's crimes for boundleſs vengeance call, 
And all the tyrant's ſons ſhall fall; 
Nor branch, nor offspring ſhall my fury ſpare, 
Leſt o'er the trembling earth again - 
Spread the wild horrors of their reign. 
No more their haughty tow'rs ſhall pierce the ſkies, 
And fill the wide world with their fame; 
Againſt them, faith Jehovah, I will riſe, 
Will rend from Babylon the name, | 
WA Smite from its courſe her ſtagnant ſtream, 
And o er its miry gulfs ſhall clanging Sea-mews ſcream. 
Thus 


Thus hath God ſworn, th' Almighty Lord: 

Like the ſtrong mountains ſhall my purpoſe ſtand, 
To cruſh th' Aſſyrian i in my land; 

Through all their hoſts ſhall rage the n Sword ; 
Dreadful on Sion' s ſacred brow 
The God of Armies ſhall they know. 

Daughter of Sion, let thy joy ariſe, 

From thy griev d neck his yoke ſhall fall; 

Virgin, exult, thy haughty foe deſpiſe, 
His chain no more thy arms ſhall gall. 
Thus hath God ſworn, nor ſworn in vain: 

Th' 9 8 hand i is ſtretch'd, who ſhall its force reſtrain ? 
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